Aye but I loved you,
Aye but I mourn for you,
God be thanked for you.

Old friend,
True friend,
Farewell.

LOVE is God's gift divine,
It is Himself:

Therefore when lives are utterly given one to the other,
All self-pleasing, all sordid desire, banished a world away,
Each heart taking joy in the other, with a flame of

passionate gladness,
Each yearning, beyond expression, for the highest good

of its comrade:
Then is God born anew upon earth*

Such  love is  Himself,   creating with   power   purity,

beauty and joy:
Such love is Himself, calling forth from the hearts of the

lovers

Every gracious and goodly and heavenly gift:
Such love is Himself, purging the world from its hatred

and wrong,

Founding in mystical fashion His Kingdom
Afar through His whole great universe.

Such love is Himself, undying and omnipotent.
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